Must I wait till that clay?
Nay, one thing alone do I need,
That, a little child,

Here and now I may put forth my hand in the darkness,
And be grasped by His love- -

Grasped, did I say?
Nay, my soul shall be stormed.
Mastered with strength resistless.
Garrisoned fast by the armies of <lod,

By immortal and heavenly joy in His love,

THOU art qnr peace, 0 Lord.
From all these thousand wearinesses of daily life,
From disillusionment^ and disappointments.
From nervcnls hurry, from breathless and senseless haste,

We turn to Thee, and are at j>eace.

In a moment all the clamour dies,

The bonds fall off.

The clinging distractions are all shaken loose,

And our shrivelled semis expand exulting

In the sunshine of Thy presence.

In a moment this earth-life h far l>ehind us,

And we tread the cool, spacious, {peaceful hills of Thy

eternity,

Where in quiet content our souls hold converse with
Thyself,
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